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	1. Bloody Murder

_I do NOT own any of the characters in the story, Hetalia rightfully and respectfully belongs to Hidekaz Himaruya._

* * *

><p><strong>Washington D.C<strong>

**White House**

_**December first, year 2XXX**_

_**One Fifty-Five AM**_

* * *

><p>Echo's bounced off the thin wallpaper of the President's home. A line of special service men stood side by side with the leader of the country, beside him was a tall, fine looking young man with sky blue eyes, and blond hair with a cowlick that stuck straight up. Alfred walked nervously through out the lower levels, he knew exactly what they had to do, and who they had to meet. The President eyed Alfred, and silent whisper escaped his mouth.<p>

"These are tough times Al, I appreciate that you agreed to work things out... _Hopefully_."

Alfred clung to every word his boss said, he couldn't mess up now, everything was at stake. His money, relationships... They were at the brink of war. The service men led them down a grand hallway, stopping at a golden framed door with limestone handles. They nodded, letting them know it was okay to enter. The president grabbed the doorknob and pulled it down, opening the door. The next room was a formal dining room, decorating in red curtains that let in the pale moonlight, a long table was decorated with a silk table cloth, lined with red cloth napkins folded into a exquisite shape. Each napkin surrounded a silver plate with multiple lines of cutlery, Wine glasses filled with blood-red alcohol lit up within the table's candle light. Alfred knew this all too well.

In the distance, on the other side of the table, was a lovely female, accompanied by a man, she wore red ruby's on three of her fingers, a dark red party dress was decorated in diamonds and a ruffle along the sleeves, her long arms were covered in black gloves. She wore a mask shrouded in feathers, hiding her bright hazel eyes from the view of the President. Alfred saw that blasted thing atop her head, a crown... Not just any casual crown, but the famous Queen's crown... The Queen of England.

Next to her was _him_, he wore a white suit with many metals plastered over his left side of his chest, a rose emblem was stitched into the side, engraved with golden thread. He wore a cap that was a blood red color, it covered his messy sandy blond hair that draped over his interesting Brows. Alfred knew who it was... It was no other than an old comrade, a former brother... It was Arthur Kirkland. He wore a frown that brought out the sadness in his Emerald eyes.

"Good evening, Mr President.." Her voice was sweet, like a frosted cupcake covered in sprinkles.

"Good evening, your majesty," The President spoke in a monotone voice, making a slight bow. Alfred did the same.

"Oh _love_, just call me Rose." Rose's eyes found Alfred's, she smiled devilishly. "Oh Al, sit over here, next to me."

Alfred felt panic rise in his throat, he look over at his boss for confirmation. He only nodded. Alfred sat uncomfortably in the chair, he folded his napkin and placed it formally in his lap. He felt the queen's eye burn into his skin.

The president took his seat at the end of the table, he pulled out a stack of papers and began to read them, "It is by order of law 7476, that any American caught on British soil is to be arrested and prosecuted among any demand. This is necessary, under Law 7475 states American Trade is illegal and any association with these nuisances will be called for. All American's must wear a badge... Shall I go on?" He looked up to meet Rose's eyes. She just smiled.

"Ah, I see. You want to know why."

"I already know why."

Alfred tensed in his seat.

"You wanted to take control of all of Europe, and you just expected us to let you do so? Expanding your nuclear pro-"

The queen signaled for silence, "Yes I see..." She moved over towards Alfred and moved her gloved fingers along his jawline, "What horrible decisions we force onto them..."

Arthur looked down at his shoes.

Alfred felt sweat roll down his cheek, he looked up at her, "What do you propose we do?"

Rose laughed, "You want me to sign a treaty.. Trying to prevent war, are you? I cut back my program and return to the British Isles? You see, we've... they... have always had an icy relationship..."

Arthur accidentally met Alfred's eyes, "Mum, may I have a word please?"

The queen nodded, Arthur moved close to her ear and whispered something. She nodded and folded her arms.

"I will give you six months to convince me that you trust the British Empire again... And only, only then... Will I stop my program. If I don't... I'll continue what I started."

The president stayed frozen, "Can I create terms?"

"No,"

He grumbled, he sat for a minute and looked up, "Fine. It's a deal... _Your majesty_."

Rose smiled one last time, "Now, let's have our Nations talk for a bit."

* * *

><p>Silence filled the air, Alfred was left alone at a candle lit table with Arthur.<p>

"Hey.. Artie.."

"Don't.. Don't call me that... Stupid." Arthur looked out the window, his eyes were glossed over, as if he were about to cry.

Alfred stood up and walked over towards him. "Hey... Hey.. I'll have you know you can say anything you want, they're not listening... or watching."

Arthur turned to Alfred, "I know.. It's just.. Is it too late to say sorry?"

Alfred was confused... The United Kingdom was trying to take over the World again... Taking parts of Germany, Spain, France, Russia, Sweden, China. Arthur hadn't said anything about domination before it had happened. He was peaceful, but his last queen died and her daughter took rule. After that, Artie disappeared... This was his first time seeing him again. Now getting a closer look, a bruise that was lazily covered by makeup was seen over his left eye, his cheekbones were slightly sunk in, as if he had been starved. Alfred moved towards him, "Arthur, is this... What has she done?"

Arthur broke. Instantly. He began to cry, "I haven't seen anything but the dead. I see dead people every day. I only hear there screams before she kills them. I can't do anything... I tried.. once.. But, I didn't eat for over three months after that. The British are starving... They've closed off the nation and took all the food from the people... I know they're dying Alfred..."

Alfred hated him for so long, he sent troops to push back British forces... But is this what he had become? A slave? A silenced man? Alfred threw his arms around Arthur, and they fell to the floor. Arthur let out many tears, his huffed over and over. "Let it out... Let it out..." Alfred rubbed his back, feeling his bony body shake.

"Wha-What are we going to do, I know you don't trust me."

"I do,"

"You're lying,"

"How so?"

"I hear your fake sympathy... Your boss knows that if you take Rose out, they'll end monarchy... And make the United Kingdom U.S Territory..."

Alfred almost cursed under his breath, was his plan almost too obvious? Arthur had always been rude, and he never thought about taking him over. He didn't want to, but his boss had other plans. Alfred felt sorry for Arthur... But he thought... He sorta deserved it. "That's not true," he lied.

"Sure... you're a horrible liar!"

At this point, he was not going to be able to make any progress. He needed to do something... Something to convince him...

A crazy idea popped into his head. _Better be worth it!_

He placed his hands on both of Arthur's cheeks and pulled his face close, close enough to where their noses were touching. "Hey, look at me," He whispered. _Here I go.  
><em>He placed his lips onto Arthur's, seeping in a sweet kiss, hoping it'd win his heart.

Arthur shook a little more, but dragged his fingers up to the back of Alfred's hair and pulled him in a little closer.

Alfred finally released to breath. "I love you.." The words came out, but they hurt him.

Arthur dug himself into a hug, "I love you! I love you more than anything! I always have... I.. Thank you,"

A ping of guilt went down Alfred's spine. He had just played him... To win him.

* * *

><p>They met up with the Queen and the President.<p>

Rose put in a cigarette and blew out into Arthur's face. "Did you make a decision poppet?"

Arthur nodded, "I have decided to stay under American control, I will watch and monitor Alfred and see if he is worthy of trust. If he's not, you're the first person I'll call."

Rose huffed another cloud of smoke, "Very well, I'll see you soon."

Arthur bowed down, he grabbed her hand and kissed it, "I'll miss you, your majesty."

The service men crowded around Arthur, and they waved the queen off. Then they led Arthur out, as well. Moments later, Alfred was left alone with his boss.

"Did you carry out as promised Al?"

Alfred nodded.

"Arthur will be staying at your penthouse... Do what you can... Then, when he's vulnerable enough... Kill him." The president handed him a silver gun, "It's easy."

Alfred saluted the president, "Simple.."

As the president began to walk out, he said one last thing, "Make it shorter than six months... Goodnight Alfred F Jones."

The door closed, Alfred collapsed on the floor.

_It's for my people.. It's for the world... No one will miss him... if he's gone?_

And like that, the night ended.

* * *

><p><strong><em>I'm not quite sure if I ever want to finish this but, here's a preview.<em>**


	2. Nurture

**Washington D.C**

**White House Back**

_**December first, year 2XXX**_

_**Three Twenty Seven AM**_

* * *

><p>Arthur was waiting by the gates of the White house, Private's all around him, all loaded with pistols... Just in case he got any ideas. Alfred walked out the door and nodded the men off, he later escorted himself to the limo and Arthur climbed in on the other side. Alfred fastened his seat-belt and sat across from Arthur, whose hair was now ruffled from the removal of his cap. Arthur gave him a weak smile, and Alfred felt the silver gun in his back pocket weigh down. The driver directed the privacy window up and began to drive. They were alone.<p>

"It's been awhile since I've seen such bright lights.." Arthur spoke almost in a whisper.

"Oh.." Alfred didn't know what else to say. What do you say to someone who had been abused for months on end? He tried to think of soothing words to compel Arthur to him... But all of them sounded stupid in his head. He might need _more_ than six months at this rate.

"Something a matter? You seemed stressed," The Brit spoke a little louder, but a tad of disappointment shown through his emerald eyes.

Is he expecting something of Alfred? Alfred knew that he'd had to plan a perfect murder, but now being with Arthur again in the flesh, refreshed his memory of how difficult he really was, and how stressful his mission now became. Alfred lifted his head a bit, "No, no! I'm fine... I'm just so happy... that you're okay." He made sure to add the pauses for a dramatic effect.

A shade of light pink appeared on his cheeks, he cleared his throat, "Well I'm glad that.. You and I are.. well.."

Alfred almost forgot about his 'confession' and his 'passionate kiss'. Was Arthur really was that forgettable? I guess it made since, Arthur was really unimportant up until now. He reached for his hand, bringing it to his lips and kissing it gently, "Lovers?" He implied.

Arthur nodded. A sudden wave of shock seemed to control him, he violently pulled back his hand and reached for his head, breathing in and out rapidly.

"Arthur!" Alfred unbuckled his seat-belt and moved towards the other side of the seats, draping his arms around his shoulders, pulling him in close into an embrace.

Arthur sat still and silent, his eyes rolled back and he quickly slumped forward. Alfred pushed his face towards his, continuing the act, wondering if he was even awake. Arthur breathed in and out, slower than before. _He passed out..._ Alfred thought. Just like that, he moved over back to his seat, not even worrying about him. If he was dead... Then his job was already done.

* * *

><p><strong>New York, New York City<strong>

**Alfred's Home**

_**December first, year 2XXX**_

_**Eight Fifty Nine AM**_

* * *

><p>Alfred slept during the majority of the car ride, he listened to the rugged breathing of Arthur, who was now cuddled up in his arms. Alfred carried him down the hall until reaching the door to his penthouse, with one arm, he pulled Arthur over his shoulder, and with the other, he twisted his key into the silver lock. Alfred did his usual morning routine, setting Arthur aside on his couch. He ate breakfast (despite the fact he was going straight to sleep after it) took a quick shower, then read the newspaper.<p>

_{United Kingdoms' Queen signs pact with President, puts hold on Nuclear Program}_

Well that's what the people thought... It was really two countries who had to sign the bloody thing. But no one really remembers a country after meeting it personally. Alfred yawned with exhaustion and headed to his king sized bed, in his gigantic room.

_**Ten Fifteen AM**_

Alfred felt fingers press into his back, poking him over and over. He turned around in the faded light to see Arthur standing over him, wearing a shirt from underneath his Rose uniform.

"Alfie.." He spoke with a hoarse tone.

"Come here.." Alfred pulled him down beside him, knowing Arthur would do this to him whenever he got scared... Or lonely. He pulled the covers over Arthur's frail body, pushing it to his chest. Arthur rested his head on Alfred's arm, and his hand pulled the back of his messy blond hair and pulled him close. He looked down at Arthur who immediately made eye contact. Arthur reached his hands to Alfred's face, rubbing his cheekbones.

"Silly boy.. You've left Texas on." Those were the only words he said.

Alfred felt embarrassment burn on his cheeks. He pulled his glasses off and pushed his head under his pillow. Arthur pushed himself closer to Alfred, softly gripping the hem of his shirt. This was the part where Alfred pretended to want him there. He pulled one arm down and wrapped it around the Brit's waste, then kissed his forehead. It was scary how well he could play his part... He preformed in many Hollywood movies, and he learned from actors. Over the years of being in war, his emotions lessened, making it easier to break hearts and... kill. Arthur finally drifted to sleep, but he was still tense.

_All I need for you is to talk.. then I need you to go to hell._

* * *

><p><em><strong>New York, New York City<strong>_

_**Alfred's Home**_

_**December Fifteenth 2XXX**_

_**Twelve Thirty PM**_

* * *

><p>Arthur usually stayed in Alfred's bed, only getting up to eat, shower, and take care of his necessary needs. Alfred had noticed how his color and condition had very much improved. But this morning was different, snow fell lightly onto the busy city, making a very peaceful scene. While Alfred was putting up mild Christmas decorations, Arthur snuck up behind the American and attacked him with a back hug. Alfred stiffened but placed on his best fake 'love' smile and turned to face him.<p>

"I'm glad _someone's_ feeling better!"

Arthur pulled his hands back into his sweater and pulled the sleeves to his red face, "Well, yeah."

Alfred couldn't help but notice that's how his friend Kiku would act, pulling his kimono sleeves to his mouth. Alfred smiled, thinking of his old friend, but then he realized he was staring off into space.

"Alfred? What's that blasted look on your face for?"

Alfred straightened up, "Oh, I was just thinking about someone."

Arthur crossed his arms, "Who?"

Alfred bit his tongue and lied, "You."

Arthur blushed harder, then he pulled his finger to his mouth and tapped them, as to signal '_Kiss'_.

He sighed in the inside, he was tired of kissing someone he just wanted to get rid of. Alfred brushed his nose against the Brits and softly placed his lips onto his. Arthur wrapped his arms around Alfred's neck and deepened the kiss. Alfred felt around his waste, he'd gained some weight since the first day of arriving. Alfred realized that he'd been at his house for about two weeks. Arthur parted his lips from Alfred's, a faint smile showed on his face.

"I love you," Arthur whispered.

Alfred smiled wearily and hugged him, "Love you too."

* * *

><p><strong><em>Later that day...<em>**

Alfred sat in his office, his hands drumming on the wooden desk, his head and shoulders holding a phone between them. The line finally went through and the voice of his boss appeared on the other line.

"Oh, hello Al,"

"Hey boss... Listen.. About the up coming meeting.."

"Yes?"

Alfred twiddled the phone cord between his fingers nervously, "Is Arth- England allowed to come?"

A slight pause was made, then he spoke again, "Well... He has to stay by you, don't let him talk to any countries that have had land taken from them from him, monitor him at all times, and don't mention anything to ANY other country about our plan... You understand me Al?"

Alfred saluted, even though he was alone in his office, "Yes sir!"

"Good boy Al, behave now!"

The line went dead.

Alfred felt excitement rise in his stomach, for he was going to see his old friends...

* * *

><p><strong><em>No shame writing this, most people could call me a monster for making their sweet little Alfie into a murderous, emotionless, cheat. But I don't care.<em>**


	3. Cold Waters

**_Washington D.C_**

**_Meeting Hall_**

_**December 19th 2XXX**_

**_Eight Fifteen AM_**

* * *

><p>Snow fell lightly onto the quiet streets of Washington D.C, each white flake contributed to a beautiful scenery, making everything seem so bright, so happy... Alfred despised it. He ruffled his jacket, shaking the powder from his shoulders, "Damn this weather.." Arthur, who stood beside him, wore a long black coat and tall dark boots. Underneath, he wore a casual suit and tie, fitted perfectly for him by Alfred's tailor. A tiny smile pulled at his lips before he reached for Alfred's gloved hand,<p>

"I almost forgot how much you hate snow." He spoke sweetly.

Alfred grabbed hold of Arthur's fingertips, and kissed them gently, "It's not all that bad, without it I wouldn't be able to have moments like these."

Arthur almost blushed immediately, Alfred wanted to roll his eyes, did Arthur seriously like such cheesy words? Alfred released his hand and signaled up towards the tall, grey work building before them. He walked slowly, not knowing if he'd be able to explain himself properly to the other nations... Like, _why did he have him tagging along_? Or the possible question, _Did you really forgive him?_ By this point.. It was unavoidable. Before swinging the iron doors open, he turned to Arthur, who wore a nervous look on his face.

"Are you going to be okay?"

Arthur nodded, "I'm the United Kingdom... I can face anything." His words were heavy with doubt. For that mighty United Kingdom, was a ticking time bomb waiting to explode.

He swung open the doors and walked into the warm opening hall. A exquisite chandelier made of gold hung from the ceiling, the floors were newly polished marble, many plants hung around the silver fountain along the walls. It was quite an entrance. He looked to see Arthur's eye lighting up like fireworks, but he noticed he was shaking... horribly. Alfred ignored it and walked towards the check-in desk. The lady working the desk smiled brightly at him, she pulled out a form and asked for him to sign it.

_Name: Alfred Foster Jones_

_Official Name: United States of America_

_Eye: Blue_

_Height: 177 cm / 5'9 ft_

_Weight: ?_

_Age: 19_

Alfred thought about his last, 'Personal' check up. The doctors had to run scans, draw blood tests, compare and contrast his body to other men... Turns out, if he was a human, he'd be about nineteen years old. He looked over to Arthur who was filling out the sheet as well, _Wonder how old he is...  
><em>

After turning in the sheet, he was given a _Codelock_ card, each card was designed with a password, when swiped against doors, the card would scan each finger print implemented then open the door if the DNA on the card was correct. He checked up on the Brit, who was given his card shakily. The woman who handed it to him had one hand hovering over her thigh, fear was burning in her eyes. Alfred checked to see what her hands were motioning to... A gun.. _Self-Defense. _He didn't mind, if she shot him... Oh well, nothing he could do about it.

"C'mon Arthur..."

Arthur nodded sickly, the American could see the fear rise in his facial expressions. They walked towards a sealed door and both swiped their cards. He could hear the automatic locks click open and they were let in. The newer room was decorated with stones and many different types of plants. Nations stood about, talking, eating, drinking. Flags were plastered on the wall, lining the hallways as long as the eye could see. The first nations he could see were, Seychelles, she was talking to Hungary, who was holding Austria's drink, who was playing the piano. A warm feeling grew in his stomach, he felt happiness spread throughout his body. He'd been missing these crazy nutcases, he missed all of them. Arthur stood behind Alfred, trying to hide himself from the crowd. Alfred heard a sweet voice come in his direction.

"Bonjour America,"

A goofy smile lined his face, "Hello Francis," There he was in the flesh, a bandage was seen across his cheek, but it didn't take away from his golden hair that tied into a ponytail. He outfit was a classy white collared shirt tied off with a black tie, Francis Bonnefoy held a glass of wine within his perfectly manicured hands. Behind him stood another familiar face, green eyes, perfectly swept brunette bangs, a smile that would make all the girls melt. Antonio Fernandez Carriedo. "And hello to you too Antonio."

"Why so stiff? I know it's been awhile, mi amigo, but you don't have to be frozen." Antonio always smiled when he spoke.

Alfred all of a sudden didn't know how to respond, if he moved, they would see Arthur... The country who stole from them... Brutally. "Oh, well.. you see.. um.." He muttered like an idiot. Francis laughed.

"You hiding something?" He eyed the Spaniard, "Bet whatever it is, it's a gift for one of us!"

"First one to see it, gets to keep it!" Antonio giggled.

_Shit._

Alfred put his hand over his shotgun that was neatly pressed in his pocket, "Please.." Both of the nations stood in shock. "This is my responsibility boys, I suggest you wouldn't intervene." Francis and Antonio both wore a look of confusion on their faces.

"Mon Amie, no harm.. Just what is it-"

Arthur cut him off when pulling himself out to view, he emerald eyes giving off a piercing glow. His mouth was pulled into a distinctive frown, both arms crossed.

"Me,"

Just like that, the whole lively meeting hall went silent. They all saw Arthur, standing in the open, their eyes devouring him like prey. Alfred could hear the whispers of the people around him.

"Is that.."

"Yes, it's him,"

"Is this even acceptable?"

"What the hell is that American thinking!"

Francis clenched both fists, his body shook with tears, "You brought that _monster _with you? How- How could you! Do you have any idea what he's done. To me, to Spain, to any of us? He kills people! He murders them! Why the hell, what the.. Shit. Have you gone mad? I swear to god I'll rip that petty princess's head off right now!" Francis lunged forward, Alfred quickly put his arm out in front of Arthur, fake anger was portrayed in his stance. Antonio pulled at Francis's arm, preventing him from moving any further.

With one hand, Alfred pushed his glasses up the bridge of his nose, and with the other, he pulled Arthur to the side. Slowly leaning in close to Francis, he mumbled, "No.. Do _you _have any idea what he's seen? Do you have any idea what he's felt? Answer this one question for me. Did you _see _him commanding post during October's genocide? Did you?"

Francis shook, tears slipped out of his eyes, "No.. No, I didn't.."

Arthur stood frozen in terror. His hands began reaching towards his head once more. _Please, please don't have a panic attack, _Alfred begged. Thanks to Arthur, it was possible, this fun day, was now his worst nightmare. "That's what I thought," He tried to make his voice sound strong, he turned to the crowd of people now watching them. "If anyone wants to hurt Arthur, they have to go through me..." He paused and pulled out his shot gun. "And you don't want to go through me.." The crowd stood frozen in fear. Alfred almost liked the feeling of power, but he quickly shook that thought, _What the hell am I thinking?_ He dropped his shotgun to the ground and muttered, "I don't want to start a war with anyone.."

"I agree with Mr. America-san."

It was the once voice he wanted to hear all this time. He turned to see him, a small Japanese man with black bangs that framed his face perfectly, he wore a white collared shirt with black suspenders to complete his look.

"Ki-Kiku!" Alfred ran instantly, wrapping his arms around the smaller man, taking in his scent. _He smells like cherry blossoms... _Kiku awkwardly patted his back. Alfred released him, but still held him by the arms. "It's been forever.. Really it has.."

Kiku nodded, he looked around at the still watching crowd, "It is my honor to meet everyone today... Please, let's refrain from fighting.. Everyone, please return to your posts.." Alfred felt as if he had been straight up ignored. The other nations grumbled under their breaths, getting one last look at the British demon standing by the exit. Kiku finally patted Alfred on the head. "You seem to be busy.. Lately." He eyed Arthur.

Alfred nodded, "Oh yeah, we've been getting along though, right Artie?"

Arthur walked over to Kiku, his eyes held a sense of... _Anger? _"Very much so, we're very close indeed." Alfred looked at him, _jealousy... Arthur is jealous of me and Kiku?_

Kiku smiled, "That's good news.. But Alfred, what you did, but everyone on edge... So I do suggest.." He quickly put his head down, "You leave, and I mean nicely.. Please leave before any more trouble is started.."

Alfred felt his heart crumble. "But, I can't leave.. I need to stay here.. I need to.." He felt tears form at the brink of his eyes. _Why am I so upset about leaving my workplace? It's work! Stop Alfred, Stop it now!_

Kiku looked to the side, "I'll take notes for you.."

Alfred just stuttered, "O-Okay... but please.. hand this out to the Axis and Allies, it means the world to me... Okay?" Alfred handed Kiku out glittery envelopes marked with each nations name.

Kiku accepted them, a sad look was plastered on his face. "I will. Please be safe on your way home..."

And just like that. Alfred was left alone once again with Arthur, in this sick, sick, turn out.

* * *

><p><strong><em>If you ask, no, America is not in love with Japan. Japan is his extremely close friend that he loved to hang out with until the British takeover happened. Also, I became sorta sad writing this, maybe because I had a personal experience quite close to something like this.<em>**

**_Oh boy, I'm rambling again, I must stop it. _**

**_btw_**

**_I changed the story picture because if you look closely, England seems to be passionately kissing America, but America has his eyes open almost in a blank way. I don't know, I just see it that way._**


	4. Old Wounds, New Patches

_**New York, New York City**_

_**Alfred's Home**_

_**December Twentieth 2XXX**_

_**One Forty PM**_

* * *

><p>Alfred sat in the corner chair of his dark room, his eyes dried out, his glasses crooked on the bridge of his nose. How long had he been asleep? The last thing he could remember was driving home, then Arthur suffered another panic attack... <em>Not much to go off from there.. <em>He straightened his glasses and pushed them up the bridge of his nose, his eyes directed towards his bed that was holding his enemy. Arthur James Kirkland. Watching him sleep so peacefully made Alfred sick, how could he accept him now after what happened at the meeting? Why couldn't he just pull out the silver gun whenever he wanted to and shoot him dead? It wasn't fair, he had to wait.. He had to wait until the United Kingdom would possibly reveal plans of war and strategy, this way, the American troops could have a loop hole. Alfred would steal the victory, burning the British Monarchy once and for all, and putting a bullet through Arthur's stuck up head.

A stifled cry erupted from the Brit, tears gushing from his eyes, his hands pulling at his head of hair. "Scott!" He screamed over and over, rapidly breathing in and out. Alfred was tired of this, he didn't want to play doctor anymore... What the hell did his Queen do to make him so... so.. messed up? Alfred stood up from the creaky chair and went to sooth Arthur, who was still trembling in shock.

"Shhhh, it's okay.. I'm here," Alfred cradled his head and rocked back and forth, the sickness rose in his throat. Arthur was unresponsive, but his breathing slowed down a bit.

Light tears fell from Artie's eyes, he began to drip blood from the ends of his mouth, and this, this was new to Alfred. Alfred, unaware of what to do, turned Arthur over onto his stomach and lightly pat his back. _As much as I'd like you to, you can't die yet._ Arthur yelped in pain and reached for Alfred's strong fingers. "Pl-please don't touch me there.."

Now curious, the American froze, _I wonder if.. She, well.._ Alfred wrapped his fingers at the hem of Arthur's shirt, he slowly pulled it up, feeling Arthur shake and turn hot beneath him. New skin was exposed, revealing horrible scars, white and bruised with black edges. In one corner, near his hip bone, a red brand (A brand you'd use on a cow) was seen in a shape of a rose, piercing his skin.

Arthur sobbed even more, "I'm ugly, aren't I?"

Alfred was trying hard not to pass out from such exposure, but instead he just shook his head and bit his tongue, "You, are the most perfect person Artie, understand?" He pulled his shirt back down, covering the wounds, "And you're all mine."

The United Kingdom finally rolled over towards Alfred, revealing his red face and glossy emerald eyes. He grabbed a hold of his hand, their fingers intertwined. He said no words, but only nodded.

Alfred combed his fingers through his hair one more time before asking gently, "Do you... Want to talk about.. What happened?" He needed information, who knows, maybe he'd get the keys to the palace.

Arthur shook his head.

Alfred nodded and pulled himself up from the bed, "All be off now, I'll make you some tea."

Arthur grabbed hold of Alfred's shirt, "Al, I just wanted... Wanted to apologize for yesterday... I don't know if they'd ever forgive you.. but please, please, accept this."

The American felt anger rise up his throat, but he tried his hardest to put on a smile and just nod, "Don't worry about it, it doesn't really matter."

But it did.

* * *

><p><em><strong>New York, New York City<strong>_

_**Alfred's Home**_

_**December Twenty-Second 2XXX**_

**_Six Forty AM_**

* * *

><p>The December sun shined through the clear blue skies, leaving a bright aroma in Alfred's office. He'd been doing research on Arthur's brother, Allistor, for Arthur had probably had some sort of vision the night before. But none the less, he found nothing except for the recent news, death, poverty, and slave labor. It was all to messed up for him to with at this early hour. Alfred thought about those glittery cards he handed out to Kiku, he wondered if Kiku even passed them out as requested. He probably did that, everyone hated him now, just because he was defending the Brit against his own will. Alfred felt tears ping at the brim of his eyes.<p>

_I'm not going to cry over Christmas..._

The phone rang.  
>A echoing ring that Alfred was no longer familiar with, for it had been so long. He grabbed the phone and answered cheerily. "Hello! You have reached Alfred Jones! How many I make your day super?"<p>

"By taking it down a few notches, thank you,"

Alfred knew it was him..

"Francis? Hey! Hey! How are you, it's been like.. Uh, three days since we last.. you know.."

"Talked?"

"Yes!"

"Anyways, I wanted to say sorry.. And that I received your invitation."

"Really?" It was extremely relieving to find out that at least one person might be attending his Christmas Party.

"Yes really, I couldn't miss it for the world. But, I'm not going to let my personal problems ruin our relationship... After all, you're like a _lover _to me."

Alfred giggled cheerily on the line, twirling the cord between his fingers as usual. "Thanks dude, really means a lot to me... So you'll definitely come right?"

He heard Francis sigh, "Of course.. Is _Matthieu _showing this year?"

Alfred nodded, even though Francis couldn't see him, "Of course, I can't forget Mattie!"

Francis laughed, "Alright then."

Alfred knew he probably should mention Arthur being there, "Hey, uh.. Francis.."

"Yes?"

"Arthur will be there... Knowing his situation.. This is probably his first Christmas in four years or so."

Silence.

"Nevermind that... But what sort of situation is he in?" His tone sounded concerned.

Alfred looked around his vacant office and mumbled, "I'll fill you in later, who know's who may be listening."

"Alright, I'll catch a flight on over there tonight, okay? Au revior!"

"Bye Francis!"

Alfred hung up the phone and began to squeal like a silly junior high girl. _His first real Christmas! _Alfred knew that having one person, was enough for him...

As long as he didn't have to spend it alone with Arthur.

* * *

><p><strong><em>Each chapter will be about 1,300 words long, just about. It could be lower or higher, so expect short chapters.<em>**

**_Anyway, why was Arthur upset about Scott? Any ideas? Mhmm well.. I might make Arthur's Drama Arc, so you can see everything from his point of view during all of this._**

**_I love getting feed back! So let me know in the comments about what you think! _**

**_- Grace_**


End file.
